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A MERRY XMAS
TO ALL
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Let us help to make this a Christmas to
be remembered by supplying your Table
Wants with the best the market affords.

CHEF BRAND

Q Canned Peas, Corn, Tomatoes
(reen and Wax Beans

California Asparagus,
' Malaga Grapes,
4 Florida Oranges,
f Florida Grape Fruit,
Extra Fancy Celery
Jumbo Cranberries
Fresh Vegetables

Oysters Direct from Baltimore twice

each week,

OUR MOTTO:

Courteous Treatment and Quick Service.

Phone Your Order

HESLEY GROCERY

Phone Main 15
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My Fi;‘st Christmas

Eve Dance

WRITTEN BY A JACK TAR

JREEE———

HEN me and my
shipmate, B111
Bolthend, wns
tikin' a  little
erulse ashore lnst
vear we ench got
o pretty, aweet
seented note with
R. 8.V, P, at the
bottom, request-
In" *“the pleas-

ure of your company” at a dance on

Christmas eve, Bll, who Is well up

in these things, told me them letters

meant “Reply Sharp; YVery Pressin'."

8o we wrote our replies sharp, haccept-

in' *the very pressin’ hinvitation.'

Well, Christmas eve came round, and
Bill and me rigged ourselves out in
qur best shore goin® togs and set sail
for the dance. On reportin' ourselves
e was mustered in o big cabin like a
sattleship's gun room; all titivhited up
with bolly and mistietoe, and with the
deck polished insteand of holy stoned,
and so slippery that I nearly pitched
on to my bowsprit as I went through
the hatehway.

“Vast heavin’, BIIL" I sez, comin' to
an anchor; "this Is worse than crossin’
the bay in 0 gale o' wind.” but Bill he
kept forgin' nhead, ns cool ns a middy
in command of a dispatch boat, so 1
slipped my cable and went on full
speed in his wake, sweatin® like a
murine recruit goin' into haction for
the first time. We was nearly the last
aboard, for the cabin was pretty full,
the men lookin' like restaurong waiters
and the ladies all a8 smart as a cruiser
gquadron in ralnbow rig.

Presently a fussy little chap, who I
took to be the commodore, but who
Bill sald was the M. Sea man, though
he didn't look as if he knowed much
about the sea, came np and gave us
both a pretty card with sailin’ orders
on, which BIll called a program. Then
he passed the word to clear for hae-
tlon, and a band on the quarterdeck
aft struck up and the danein' begun.

Ag 1 was leanin' against the bul-
wairks the M. Sen man came up aund
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“I NEARLY PITCHED ON TO MY BOWSPRIT.'

sald somethin’ what I couldn't eateh,
80 I said, “Aye, nye, sir!” and before
I knowed it he had hintrojuiced me to
the smartest A1 elipper bullt little eraft
I ever turned my searchlights on, and
somehow the next minute her sweet
little figurehead was close to mine, and
I made fast around her amidships and
steamed into haction.

“This Is a polker, not an ’ornpipe,"
she sald presently in a volce as sweet
a8 the bo's'n’'s whistle pipin' at grog
time, so I axed her parding and navi-
gated accordin'. Well, we boxed the
compass about twlce, when some one
ran foul o' my starboard bow and
threw me on my beam ends, My con-
sort was so consarned and bore a hand
80 prettily to haul me up that I guite
forgot to say what I was agoin’ to to the
lubber. Next time I was goln' to dance
with her again, but she told me she
was engaged. “Hindeed!” sez I ns
‘aughty ns u hadmiral, Then a red-
headed swab took her in tow, and the
band strikin' up the *Keel Row" there
was the two of 'em n-caperin' away
Just like old Mae, our second engineer,
when he has had what he calls "a wee
drap" on pay mnights.

Soon after I see her sittin' fannin'
herself, while the redheaded chap was
a-carryin’' on shameful with a girl in
pink, so 1 tacked towuards her and told
her what I thought of the swab she
was engaged to and hoffered to bash
in his headlights, I thought she would
never stop laughin' as she told me she
didn't even know him and was only
enguged to him for the dance, And
then I felt better,

Well, to cut the yarn short, at eight
bells 1 conveyed her down to the ward
room to mess, and after that we hove
to In a conservative full of palms
and flowers and smellin' ke a tropical
hisland, and then—well, after a very
hot engagement, In which I had to
bring both broadsides into haction, my
pretty prize hauled down her fing, and
a few months later we signaled for a
aky pllot, and I towed her safe into
port—London Tit-Bits,
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BOUT this time papa remnrks
Irrelevantly (eyes cnst down),

“1 haven't geen a tle 1 lke
In any ahop in thls whole town."

About this time the miniater
Drops in to eall on mother dear
And hints that he is well supplied
With slippers, gifls of yesteryear.

About this time big Brother Jack
Declares: “Clgars no '‘more I
smoke!
A pipe whiff now nnd then perhapal
No, mother, this Is not a Joke!™

and
e

About this time poor mother dear
Perplexed 1a and Inclined to sigh,
“How strange thut ench should

show dlstaste

For Jjust the gifts I meant to
I.I .:u
i = —Elian A. Fanning.
% CHRISTMAS IN MANILA, X

CIIIHS'I"\[.\S for the majority of the

295,000 inbabitants of Manila—
thut 15, the Filipinos—beging on Christ-
mis eve, There are no stockings hung,
powever, for stockings are not popular,
pven with the most aristocratle senori-
tas, who usunlly go bare nukled, Mid-
nlght moss is the ocension which
brings thousunds to the churches.
These Hoe edifices are thrown open
and blaze with myriads of candles and
electric lights.

Maniln at midnight on Christmas
eve Is probably gayer than at any oth-
er time of the yenr. The streets are
thronged with earringes and people in
their best attire. Many Americans
turn out on Christmas eve algo to see
the displuys and the people and make
church to chureh inspection tours In
parties. Fine trained choirs and string-
ed orchestras render excellent musle,

The wenther during the hollday sea-
son is just cool enough to dispel the
chronic Inziness which pervades Ma-
ulln during most of the year and put
o little spice Into the blood. At noon
the thermometer will probably not go
over 84 or 85 degrees. At.night, how-
ever, a blunket on the bed Is not too
miuch,

The Seven Sets of Presents,

&LL the world’'s a Christmas tree,

- And all the men and women merely

children,

They have thelr presente and remem-
brances,

And ong man in his time gets many gifts,

His lot belng seven series. At first the
Infant,

With his feeding epoons and rattles;

Then the trumpet and tin soldlers, skates
and slelgh

And fireman's helmet, and then the lover,

Bighing llke a furnace witn a gaudy neck-
tie

Knit by his lndy's fingers. Then a hubby,

Showered by his friends with socks and
gloves

And plpes that will not draw, ink wells of
brass

And fountaln pens that leak, or else some
painted

China that his wife can use as well. And
then

The middle aged of fair round belly—a
little cap

To hide his shining pate. The sixth set
sinks

Into the carpet slipper game or bad ci-
Ears—

A sllver cutter, since his teeth are bad.

Last gift of all that ends this strange

Eventful history s falling sight.

Then they bring a magnifying glass

For grandpa.

—Detroit Free Press.

Santy and the Stork.

“But, daddy, is there really, truly
Santy ¥’

“Well, 1 just guess yes—a regular
corker he Is too."

“Is he nlee?"

“Is he? Well, I should say so! Isn't
he, Mary 7"’

“Humph! Very nlce, as Santas go,
but not very modest.”

“Is he handsome, daddy 7"

*“Oh, as bhandsome as a pleture—
sparkling eyes, fine forehead, beautiful
complexion—very handsome, lsn't he,
Mary?'

“Henry, It's perfectly dreadful the
way you decelve that child. You ought
to be ashamed of yourself. You're set-
ting him a terrible example.”

“But, daddy, where does he llve—
away off somewhere?"

“Oh, yes; very, very far."

“Away off where the stork lives?"

“The stork! Who's been telling you
about the stork?"'

“Mammy."—Chlcago Tribune,

Mistletos.

It is high time that something was
done about our mistletoe literature that
crops up so regularly during the holi-
day season,

It systematizes about as follows:

The joke nbout the girl who wears
a sprig of mistletoe on her head.

The joke about the mistletoe that
dldn’t come {n time, and the glrl asks
(always coyly) whether they cannot get
along without It

The church trimming mistletoe joke,

The sprig of mistletoe that the long
lost lover on hig dramatie return on
Christmas eve always draws out of his
pocket at the end of the story.

The fact Is that the mlistletoe has
now degenecated into a chestnut, It
no longer serves any useful literary
purpose, It should be worn only by
mothers-in-law.—Harper's Weekly,

The Best Known Christmas Poem.

“ *Pwas the Night Before Christmas"
—thoge dellghtful wverses that will
charm both the old and young as long
ng there are stockings to be hung—was
written nlnety-one years ago, just be-
fore the holidny season, by Clement
Clark Moore, then professor of orlen-
tal langunges In the New York Theo-
logical seminary., It has become an
American classie, apnd no Christmas
day 18 complete withont a reading of
this eharming little lyrie that has lived
and gloddeved the Chrlstmastide for
pearly 100 years, . L
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THEC.L. MADDY
. COMPANY

Dealers in

GRAIN, FEED
AND COAL

ELEVATORS AT
PERRYSBURG AND LIME CITY
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Only Dealers in Perrysburg
Handling Red Ash Coal

Hay and Feed Delivered to any
part of town

We pay cash for all kinc}‘-s
ot Grain at Perrysburg and
Lime City Elevators. "
Phone Main 48




